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Arrested
Hugh G . Hilton

HAT IS THE JOB of a policeman? To prevent crime from taking place?
or to allow crime to happen, hoping to stop it in the process and catch
the culprits at work, thereby making society a safer place to live? Obviously,
his job is to prevent crime from taking place-at least that is how my lawyer
and I hoped the jury would see it, for I was the culprit.
All I had done was hold up a sign. That's right-hold up a sign. Arrested
in America for holding up a sign, and right in my own front yard. It sounds
amazing, especially when you consider the fact that I was simply aiding the
officers of our city in their job of preventing crime from transpiring.
I had pulled out of our driveway at the bottom of the hill. Without
malicious intent, I had gone through the gears of the MGB and crested the
hill, only to be greeted by a friendly neighborhood speed trap. Thirty-seven
in a twenty-five zone. I was upset.
After completing my trip to Grand Central, I came home, pulled out a
clean sheet of poster paper, rounded up a black marking pen and made my
own little sign. It was simple: "Speed trap over hill."
For the next half hour I proudly displayed my sign, motivated by an
all-American desire to help the police officers of our city perform their duty.
Perhaps I should have checked with the policeman over the hill before I
began my effort in his behalf, but I'm afraid he would have graciously denied
my help. And after all, one of the tenets of the Church is to be "anxiously
engaged in a good cause." Believe me, this was a good cause and I was
anxiously engaged.
The reaction of the drivers as they passed my sign was amazing. Brake
lights suddenly flared into life, tires squealed down to a snail's pace and the
drivers bravely went over the hill at the rapid rate of, oh, ten to fifteen miles
per hour. What a job I was doing! The officer must have been having an easy
afternoon.
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Two ladies came by, talking twenty miles per hour faster than the
thirty-five to forty miles per hour their car was traveling. I held up my sign,
they glanced at it, shrugged, and zoomed over the hill. My trouble had
begun.
I sent my little brothers and sisters up to see if they had been stopped;
and they had. I guess the officer pounced on them like a lion who has been
deprived of meat for days would go after dinner when it was finally
delivered. They must have told the gentleman about a brave young man who
was faithfully helping him perform his duty. Apparently he wasn't pleased.
My anxiety had increased rapidly when my scouting crew returned with
the report of the captured ladies. And my anxiety was well founded, for a
patrol car quickly headed down toward me. I got up, moved into the house,
and deposited my hundred-piece sign in a wastebasket. It wasn't long before
my sister told me that a policeman wanted me out front.
What a day for this to happen. Our ward was having a party and my dad
was the bishop. The entire ward must have driven by during my
interrogation, and I think that everyone got sore necks from turning so fast
when they saw me sitting out front in a patrol car with lights flashing.
The officer was very friendly. "Get your little brother out of here," he
snarled.
I had brought my three-year-old brother into the car with me because
in everyone's haste to leave the scene of my bravery they had left him all
alone. I put him out, rolled down my window, and held his hand.
This officer was oozing with understanding. "Roll your window up," he
shouted.
I looked at him, "You've got to be kidding. The kid is scared to death."
Foam began to form around his mouth, "Roll it up."
So I told Stevie to go in the house and faced the nice police officer on
my own.
"Let me see your speeding ticket. "
I drew it out of my pocket and tossed it to him. It landed halfway
between us.
"Pick it up," he growled, fangs flashing in the sun.
I handed it to him. "How much is this going to cost me?" I asked.
". ~ - - - - o f a lot more than this," he said, indicating my speeding
slip.
I was recovering from my initial fear and stated, "You know, officer, I
think it's real cheap of you guys to hide to catch speeders. You sneak around
trying to catch us. I think it stinks . . . ."
The rumble started low in his chest and erupted in a full-throated roar,
"You damn kids. People call us to patrol the streets, saying cars are speeding
up and down here. Then you go and hold up some sign .. . ." The lecture
continued for the next few minutes.
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I left his car with a traffic citation for Interfering With the Duty of a
Police Officer. Our policemen are very smart. Then four clays later a
summons for my arrest and for my appearance in court arrived in the mail.
The charge had been changed to Obstruction of Justice, a class B
misdemeanor.
Thank goodness for dads. Mine had finally figured that enough was
enough, and this was too much for holding up a sign. He called a lawyer and
arranged for me to see him.
Meanwhile I had become something of a folk hero. The word spread
throughout the city: Hilton was arrested for holding a sign. I had always
been a good, straight-arrow kid, and now to be arrested-it was a
noteworthy event. People I didn't even know would stop me in the halls and
ask how things with the sign were going. It was exciting.
My lawyer was sharp. I walked into his office and asked to see him. His
pretty secretary looked up and asked my name.
"Hugh Hilton," I replied.
"Oh, you 're the one who held up a sign, aren't you?" she squealed. "Go
right on in."
I entered, sat down, and he asked me to explain the situation. I did. He
leaned back, and with a trace of a smile, muttered, 'TU be damned. " Then he
spoke. "Normally, I don't even see people until they show me $300;
however, this is something I've never heard of. For $150 I'll do whatever it
takes to get you off. "
I had myself a lawyer. He issued instructions concerning my initial
appearance before the judge: plead innocent and request a jury trial.
Two days later I sat across from old Judge Wentz.
"Let's see what we have here," he spoke in a friendly manner as if this
happened all the time. "Thirty-seven in a twenty-five. How do you plead?"
"Guilty," I said.
"That will be twelve dollars. Now this next one-Obstruction of
Justice-rather serious. What do you say to this one?"
"Not guilty," I said with excitement.
"That a boy, fight it," the judge spoke with vigor. I nearly passed out
when he said this. I must be dreaming, I thought, but he brought me back to
reality. "If you 're going to fight this you'll need counsel."
"Yes sir. I have Ron Stanger."
"Oh, he's a good one .... "
I broke in, "And I request a jury trial."
"Yes, of course," the judge replied. "A smart move. Pay the cashier the
twelve dollars as you leave." It was over that quick
I left his office, amazed that he seemed to side with me. The court date
was set for six months later.
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During this time I visited my attorney three times. It was in these brief
sessions that he mapped out the strategy he would defend me with. His main
thrust was to pose the question that began this essay.
Excitement was rekindled as my court day drew near. All my rowdy
football buddies and half the school were going to pack the courtroom. I
was looking forward to seeing the officer grovel before the lash of my
lawyer's tongue.
Four days before my grand appearance I received a small note from my
attorney.
"Dear Hugh ," it began.
"I have been successful in getting your case dismissed. If you have need
of my services in the future , please contact me. Sincerely, Ron Stanger."
I was stunned. My folks were relieved. My friends disappointed.
My dad asked, "Son, have you learned a lesson from all this?"
I thought for a moment, tried to look properly humble and repentant,
and then brightly responded, "Yes sir. Next time I'll nail it to the telephone
pole on the corner."
Doesn't take much to make dads cry.
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